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LETTER TO A VOUNG EFRIEND. 


“Learn thou in God’s own school the 
Christian part, 

‘‘And bind the task assigned thee to thy 
heart.’’—CowPreEr. 








My dear Mary, 


You ask for advice on the new 
scene of duties which you have en- 
tered. I thank you for the implied 
compliment contained in such a re- 
quest. Having watched your growth 
from the moment that you first bless. 
ed the eyes of your fond parents, to 
this time, when with conscientious 
resolutions, and warm affections, 
you have become the wife of a cler- 
gyman, it is with no little interest 
that I answer it. 

You feel, doubtless, better than I 
can express, how necessary is true 
piety to the happiness of one, w hose 
husband is devoted to the cause of 
Christ. Lamentable indeed is that 
connexion, if she go coldly to the 
house of God, slight the meeting of 
household prayer, and give no re- 
ligious point to the events of life; 
but beautiful is the spectacle, where 
confiding hearts move in pious sym- 
pathy, pleased with earth, yet look. 
ing towards Heaven, and when the 
wave of sorrow comes (as come it 
must) and rushes over their souls, 
together bending but a moment with 
the shock, and then witha common 
impulse, resuming their upward 
view, 

Yet I would warn you, in the en- 
thusiasm of your aims at religious 
duty, not to involve yourself in your 
husband's sphere. Many young la. 
ilies, when wedded to cle ‘rgymen, 
lave made themselves unhappy, by 
f Vending too widely the circle 
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flock, and not a leader. 





they imagine that they must devote 
their time and powers to the flock 
over which their husband presides. 
By degrees, fanuly-cares press on 
and crowd their time, and they 
their equanimity of temper, amid 
conflicting duties. 

A minister's wife should show by 
her deportment,that she is one of his 
A constant 
and respectful attendance on hrs 
ministry, and a deportment, which 
marks that her thoughts are 

“For God, through him,’ 
will secure for her a quiet influence 
over the minds of his people. She 
should seem not to be first even in 
good works, but skilfully and deli- 
cately promote the cause of truth 
through others. 

The best service you can render 
his people will be to make your hus. 
band’s home happy; then will he go 
forth prepared to sympathize with 
them, and his free spirit will range 
over his wide sphere of duty in re. 
ligious joy. Remember that in com. 
mon with all men 
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A something of submission, of respect, 


| Obedience, kindness personal, he loves. 


A slighter service so adorn’d will please 
Him more, than wanting this, a greater 
would.— Goethe. 

Be not cold to his peculiar taste; 
if he love books, cultivate literature, 
that he may find your intellectual 
improvement, keeping pace in a 
measure, with his own. If music at- 
tract him, forward either in yourself, 
orin those around you, an accom- 
plishment, which may soothe his 
weariness, or beguile his care; and 
while you faithfully study your do- 
mestic duties, either in the preserva- 
tion of neatness and order in your 
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is still “lord of the ascendant.” 

You will probably, as you pass by 
the period of youth, see those around 
you who are coming forward to the 
same animated scence. Be careful 
not to forget your sympathy with 
the young; partucularly with thos 
entrusted to you. If you look coldly 
on scenes which interest them, you 
allow them to have a set of enjoy- 
ments independent of you, which is 
dangerous to your influence 
their characters. Mingle with 
ciety in moderation, and watch the 
lithe changes in manners that occu: 
there, that they may not be able to 
teach you. 

When they begin to direct you on 
the subject of dress and deportment, 
they feel that m one point, at least, 
they have more knowledge than 
vourself, apd you lowe just so much 
authority. 

Society, and usually thar own 
pre ferences, demand from the fami. 
lies of clergymen, the same refine. 
ment, Which belongs to those whose 
means are much better calculated to 
allow the acquisition of accomplish- 
ments. In cultivating the manners 
and taste of young under 
your charge, you must umpress on 
their minds, that you are traiming 
them to a means o!f self-support, in 
case of the intervention of pecuma. 
ry affliction, or that you are giving 
them resources in mental suffering, 
or providing them with means to ap. 
pear amiable to others, and form a 
note in the concert, which fine tal. 
sounding over the whole 
field of existence, and which, in a 
manner, speak the praise of Him, 
who gave them. These considera. 
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display, and daily lessons of piety 
will chasten and refine the whole. 

I say to you, what I would say to 
all young wives: Cultivate a gentle 
temper. You have a sweet dispo- 
sition. Thank God for it, as the 
best dower for married life. Riches, 
accomplishments, intellect, fade all 
away before the genuine smile of 
good nature. But do not trust to the 
gift of a sweet temper. None but a 
woman can know the wear and tear 
of a produced by the minute 
details of household care. Pray and 
strive for and “the soft 
answer which turneth away wrath.” 
Be willing not to have your own 
way. contest for power is al- 
ways a losing one for woman. 

Obedience 
Is her best beauty.-Massinger. 
In obtaining power she may chance 
to lose the sway of stronger affec- 
tion. 

Farewell, dear Mary. May the 
God who has blessed you thus far, 
sanctify and accept the offering of 
the talents, which you and your’s 
have laid before him. 

Your affectionate Aunt. 





For the Southern Rose Bud. 
EXPERIMENTAL CHEMISTRY 


The attention of the readers of 
the Rose Bud, is respectfully invited 
to a notice in the different newspa- 
pers, of a course of Lectures on 
Chemistry, about to be delivered in 
the hall of the Medical College of 
South-Carolina, by Dr. Davis, Pro- 
fessor of Chemistry in that institu- 
hon. 

Singular as it may seem, while 
science and literature are making 
such progress in most of our sister 
States, and in all the Northern Ci- 
ties—a popular course of Lectures 
on this very interesti:g ad impor- 
tant subject—a course, is the beve- 
fits of which, both sexes might par- 
ticipate, has never yet been delivered 
in this city. 

As Chemistry is now beginning to 
be theoretically taught in several of 
our schools and academics, and prac- 
tically in most of our colleges—ar 
opportunity for an experimental t- 
quiry, and some practical il!ustration 
of the subject, to those who have 
uot been thus fortunately situated, 
st@ms to be particularly desirable. 








<. 








At the instance of several highly 
respectable individuals( among whom 
were a number of ladies, and the |a- 
dies it is well known, are always 
prominent in the promotion of every 
thing that is good or useful) and at 
the particular request of the Board 
of Trustees, Dr. Davis proposes to 
give a short course of lectures of a 
popular character, sufficiently scien- 
tific to interest the adult and the a- 
ged, and not so learned as to alarm 
the young. The attention of the 
latter is requested, in as much as it 
is believed, that the course will be 
particularly interesting to the senior 
pupils of the different schools, es- 
pecially those of industrious and 
studious habits. Such will not only 
have their minds illuminated and ex- 
panded by sound philosophy, but 
they will acquire such a knowledge 
of chemical science, as will enable 
them to make a practical applica- 
tion of its principles to every day’s 
occurrence, in the dairy house or 
larder of the plantation or farm, the 
kitchen or the pantry of the city— 
in the parlor or drawing room of 
either town or country. 


Gentlemen and ladies who pro- 
pose to attend Dr. D’s Lectures, will 
find their account in paying some 
attention to books, both before and 
during the course. For this pur- 
pose the excellent work, entitled 
“Conversations on Chemistry,” is 
particularly recommended. Other 
short and popular treatises, howev- 
er, may be consulted, such as Blair’s 
Grammar of Chemistry, Parkes’ 
Chemical Catechism, Brand’s Ma- 
nual, &c. or the more elaborate 
treatises of Turner, Webster, Hen- 
ry, Murray, &c. 

The course will commence on the 
first Monday in March, and contin- 
ue until the 10th of April. The lec- 
tures will be delivered on Mondays, 
Wednesdays and Fridays, at 5 o’- 
clock, at the Medical College, West 
end of Queen-st. Terms, $5 for 
the course. The terms, it is pre- 
sumed, are so low as to constitute 
no objection to any one who duly 
appreciates the importance of the 
science. 

Tickets may be hadof Dr. Davis 
at the College, or of Drs. Graves & 
Finley, Broad-st. 

A FRIEND T@ SCIENCE. 








—- - 


For the Southern Rose Bud. 

Nothing is of greater importance, 
in my juvenile opinion, than to pay 
proper attention to our studies, es- 
pecially in school. By neglecting 
to do so, we not only bring disgrace 
upon ourselves, but involve others, 
who,but for our bad example,would 
have closely studied, and perhaps 
reaped honor and applause. 


If we are remiss when called up- 
on to recite, we incur the displeas- 
ure of our teacher, and fall so much 
behind our exemplary schoolmates, 
that we are sent down to a lower 
class, which, in all Seminaries, 
brings shame and disgrace on the 
offender, if he has a spark of feel- 
lng. 

In hopes of impressing this truth 
on my readers, I will mention a fact, 
which has come under my own ob. 
servation. I know a boy, whose 
name I think proper not to reveal, 
but whom, for convenience sake, | 
will call William. When he went 
to school, the first thing he did after 
getting to his seat, instead of open- 
ing his book, was to talk to those 
boys, who would listen to him, a- 
bout what game they should play 
after school; or where they should 


go for frolic and diversion; and if 


his master discovered him talking, 
and reprimanded him, he resorted to 
lying, the most detestable of all vi- 
ces, to cover his faults. Hiscrime 
being proved, however, beyond al] 
contradiction, the master punished 
him, of course, for the double ag- 
gression. When he went home, he 
bitterly complained how unjustly, 
cruelly, and severely he had been 
treated. But his parents, on enqui- 
ry, found that William had deceived 
them, and he, conscious of his false- 
hoods, and knowing that he deserv- 
ed still further punishment, played 
truant, instead of going again to 
school; thus neglecting his education 
altogether. This conduct brought 
him into bad company, and his beha- 
viour, in consequence, was such, as 
almost to break the hearts of his af- 
flicted parents. William at last be- 
came hardened beyond the hope of 
reformation, and his father was com- 
pelled to send him away. What the 
result will be, remains only for 
time te discover. 
L. W. J, 
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CHARLESTON: 
SATURDAY MORNING, FEBRUARY 22, 1834- 





ORIGINAL PAINTING. 
“When Poverty comes in at the door, Love flies out of 


the window.’’ 


We have been favoured with a view of a picture | 
based ov the old proverb quoted above, which is full of 
genius. It was executed by the Artist im this city, 


whose “Grave Robbers” has excited so much admira. 
tion in the Boston Athenzwum. 

\ femal: is resting ou a sofa, in a luxurious saloon. 
4 Cavalicr has been seated by her side, but starts up 


aud meditates an escape, as Poverty, in the person of 


io old beggar, enters the door. Love, who has been 
floating over the tender pair, and throwing his darts a- 
mong the roses at their feet, catching a glance at Pov- 
erty, flies towards an open window. The Lady (and 
ii is a fine compliment to the sex) though gazing in a- 
larm and astonishment at the intruder, endeavours to 
retain Love, by seizing his drapery as he flies. Itisa 
beautiful study, full of life. 





We have received No. 1, Vol. 7th, of the “American 
Ladies’ Magazine,” edited by Mrs. Sarah Hale of Bos- 
ton, the object of which is “the moral and mental im- 
provement of women.” 

The mechanical department is very much improved, 
and its literature appears to retain the variety and viva- 
city, Which have rendered it a favorite for siz years, and 
obtained for it “steady and liberal support.” 
ien number can be seen at Mr. Thayer’s, Broad-st. 





THE JUVENILE BRAMBLER. 

The able Editor of this little paper has transferred 
lis talents to “Parley’s Magazine,” which will lend that 
excellent work an additional value. “If | were not Al- 
exander, I should like to be Diogenes.” If we were 
not the Southern Rose Bud, we should like to be Par- 
ley’s Magazine. 





ITEMS. 
Novel Lawsuit.—A lawsuit between parties of an un- 


isual description, is now in the course of being tried in | 


Boston. Our readers will remember seeing on many a 
chest of tea, the name of HOUQUA. This Houqua 
isa celebrated Chinese merchant, whose name is a war- 
rant for the goodness of every chest of tea on which it 
appears, He lately sent over to this country, in a ship, 
4 quantity of money, which, however, by the careless- 
ness or fraud of the sailors, or by some other misman- 
agement, was lost. Houqua has prosecuted the owner 
of the ship, for the replacement of the money. It is in- 
(cresting to see the confidence, which our institutions 
inspire in the minds of foreigners, living under an abso- 
‘ute despotism on the other side of the globe. 

A Boa.—A gentleman, lately, who was about to turn 
4 Corner, saw a fur boa as be thought falling; he caught 
t and presuming a lady was on before, called out “here, 
madam! you’ve lost your boa/” but on turning the cor- 
oer, found he had held of a cow’s tail. 
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Anecdote,—A little girl trom the country, be wag 


ned by her uncle, in Boston, to hear an Oratone from tiv 





| 
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A speci. | 








Handel aod Haydn Society, and observing the leader «| 
the performances to stand in front of them and bea! 
tume with much majesty, whispered to her uncle. 
asked, “is that Mr. Handel, or is it Mr. Havdn”’ 


FOR MY YOUNGEST READERS. 
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THE TOP. 
Written by a little Girl. 


There was a little boy whose name was Edward, anc 
he and his Papa went out one day and bougkt a Top. 
because he had been a good boy; and then Edward wen! 
home. The next day he had to go to school, and hy 
carried it with him; he was a very little boy, and did 
not know when he did wrong. When the master came 
into school, he found him spinning the top; now it was 
very naughty for him to spin his top in school, but the 
master did not scold him, but said, “you are a little boy, 
Edward, so I will not scold you; but you must put away 
your top until after school.” Edward did so, and after 
school he went home and spun his top. 
CE ee 
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[The following lines were written at the age of 16, and have 
They may fiod sympathy wah tea. 
ders of the same age.—C. G.) 


never before been in print. 


THE SACRIFICE OF ISAAC. 


AXIIT CHAP. GENESIS, 


The sun's last rays had ting’d the western sky, , 
And twilight spread her dewy mantle round; 


The Patriarch's prayer, with fervor soar'd on high, 
His form, in lowly reverence press'd the 


In the still grove his bands had rax'd, 
In honour of the God from youth ador'd, 
There, there, the Eternal’s ing love he 
And there invok’d the presence of the Lo 


The eve was calm,—while many s sparkling star, 
Diiem'd and ‘d the splendid vault above; 

Still was the Patriarch’s beart; while from afar, 
Stele Serapb-netes, tay whteper’d hope and hove. 
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But hark! a burst of thunder rends the grove, 
And glowing flashes fill its dark recess ; 

Fear not!—that flame is but a beam of love, 
And nature’s voice,—the voice of tenderness. 


The Patriarch, calm in faith and heavenly trast, 
With eager gaze surveys the troubled cloud; 
While dazzling splendours from the vapours burst, 
And o’er his head, in varied motions crowd. 


The Almighty comes!—and Abraham shades his eye, 
In holy awe beneath his mantle’s fold, 

Then a4 in silence, lest a whisper’d sigh 

Break the bush’d moment, ere God’s will be told. 


‘Then spake the Eternal: ‘favourite child of dust, 
‘A proof of thy obedience I demand ; 

‘I claim thy son, thy fondest earthly trust, 

‘‘I claim this offering from a father’s hand. 


‘The blood of lambs is but a vain return, 

‘*For countless mercies my free grace hath given; 
‘“To yonder mountain then thy footsteps turn, 
‘‘And let thy sacrifice ascend to Heaven.’’ 


With raptur’d glance he views the floods of light, 
That bear the Eternal, on his shining way; 

While countless seraphs wing their Sate flight, 
To those bright realms, where reigns unclouded day. 


Now glows with holy thoughts, the Patriarch’s heart, 
Panting to catch a beam of God-like fire— 

The heavenly vision and its light depart— 

And his high hopes with that bright blaze expire. 


‘*Destroy my son?’’ his faltering voice demands, 
‘*Destroy the crown and blossom of my years?’’ 
To his hot brow, are raised his quivering hands, 
And, sudden, gush the ‘‘fountains of deep tears.’’ 


Long, long he wept;—(how sorrow loves to muse 
On each lost joy as if it linger’d still!) 

And now he seems the “‘better part’’ to choose; 
And calmly says, ‘‘my God, I do thy will.’’ 
dumbled and sad, t'wards home he bends his way ; 
His home! what bitter grief his bosom wrings; 
Sarah, with soft endearment chides his stay, 

And with a woman’s care, refreshment brings. 





Their vesper notes now float on evening’s wings, 
Then low, the Patriarch bends his knee to pray; 
The night has pass’d: once more the sun upsprings, 
And sheds a glory o’er the early day. 


The soft embrace, the tender kiss bestow’d, 
‘The unconscious Sarah hears their fond farewell ; 
But who, while journeying on that lonely road, 
‘he pangs that wring the father’s heart, can tell? 
While Isaac gaily joins their simple train, 

Sadly he journeys on, two weary days; 

The third, the fatal mountain’s base they gain, 
Aad Abraham turns aside his sickening gaze. 


Liere the deep trial comes: the Patriarch’s brow 
l'rowns with the sad compression of despair; 
ile takes the burdea from the attendants now, 
And calls to Isaac, to depart for prayer; 

Miaces the wood upon his youthful arm, 

\nd bolds himself, the knife and torch of fire; 
‘My father,’’ asks the youth without alarm, 
“Where is the offering, meet for God’s desire?”’ 


‘My son,’’ replies the sire, with shaded brow, 
“Yuggling, the agony of grief to hide; 

My son, the God to whom we make our vow, 
Will for himself, a spotless lamb provide.”’ 
New they ascend the mountain’s towering height, 
\nid now, fall prostrate on the hallow’d ground; 
‘,0d tinds their reverence pleasing in his sight, 
A\u@ sbec's the lustre of his grace around. 
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Their prayers have ceased; the altar next they build 
And pile the wood for sacrifice above; 

The task is o’er:—Ohb! power of mercy, shield 
And save the victim of thy creature’s love! 


Thrice, the fond parent tries the tale to tell, 
And Sarah’s image rises sadly still ; 

Ere, while deep, struggling sobs his bosom swell 
In faltering tones, he speaks the Eternal’s will. 


As when @ sea—flower floats upon the wave, 
And yields its beauties to the gazing sky ; 
The crushing vessel sinks it to the grave, 
And bids its shattered stalk ia fragments fly 


So sank the victim of stern piety; 

And shuddering, bent to earth his feeble form, 
It seem’d so sad, in early youth to die, 

While every pulse was beating full and warm. 


‘‘Thou canst not, father'—God would curse this hour, 
If thou should’st sacrifice thine only boy; 

Prostrate on earth, I here invoke his power, 

To bid thee call me back to life and joy. 


Oh! let me die upon my mother’s breast, 
Then lay me low beneath some verdant tree: 
Where thou and she, when I am gone to rest, 
May stray alone, and often think of me.’’ 


His words are hush’d; yet long his speaking look, 
In earnest gaze, he to his father turns; 

And still his suppliant form with grief is shook. 
And still his heart the cruel sentence spurns. 


Sadly, the father gazes on his son, 

And cries, ‘‘my boy, is thisthe reverence given. 
To Him, Jehovah, the Eternal One, 

King of all Kings, supreme in earth and Heaven’ 


And yet, alas, this sad excess of woe, 

Subdues my heart, and calls it back to thee: 

How gladly, Heaven! my throbbing veins would flew. 
A willing gift, to set my darling free.’’ 

And now upon the earth, the Patriarch kneels, 

And Isaac’s struggling prayer ascends on high: 
A fine emotion o’er his bosom steals, 

A high resolve, in youth and health to die. 


With manly steps he mounts the fatal pile, 

As if on his maternal bed, to rest; 

While stealing o’er his face, a parting smile, 

Beams, like the ray that lights the fading West 
Firmly the Patriarch draws the shining knife, 

And lifts on high, the life-consuming flame : 

His eyelids close, and gasping as for life, 

A burning phrenzy rushes thro’ his frame. 

Now, strike the blow! Ah! hear that welcome voice, 
That, trumpet-tongued, comes sounding on the air; 
An Angel shouting, cries, ‘‘rejoice! rejoice! 

‘The child is sav’d—thy faithfal hand forbear. 
**This is a test of thy surpassing faith; 

*‘And well the noble sacrifice is done! 

‘*Take to thy arms, the Lord of glory saith, 
‘*Take to thy arms, thy first and only son. 








‘*Now shail the teeming earth be bless’d in thee, 

*‘Since in strong trust, thy only son was given; 

‘Thy seed, like sands that bound the rolling sea, . 
‘Or stars, that gem the glittering vault of Heaven.”’ 


When that bless’d voice is heard by them no more, 
The son and father bow in fervent praise; 

And when the gush of sudden joy is o'er, 

A humbler offermg on their altar raise. C.u 
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